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saw David, followed by Will, coming towards
them. The whole scene, the rosy brick house
with its chimneys and gables and pigeon-loft,
the dairy and stables behind it, the moor that was
like a heaving green curtain moved with the
intensity of the sun, the blue sky without cloud,
the lawn so brilliant in colour that it hurt the eye,
the trimmed hedge, the Gothic temple, the sprawl-
ing shadow of Skiddaw, the figures in their gay
clothes, David in purple, Judith in green, Francis
in silver, this moment of heat and colour would
be remembered by all of them for ever.

David, carrying a riding-whip, moved heavily,

* Well,   Francis/   he  said,   * what  news  in
Penrith?'

* Great news, sir,' Francis answered,

* What! has Pitt a fresh plan for the franch-
ise? ' David asked with good-humoured scorn.
All Francis' notions seemed to him those of a
child*    But it was a half-sneer on Will's superior
face that drove Francis on.

4 No, sir/ he answered. * The Bastille has
fallen to the People in Paris/

They all stayed, rigid, transfixed. David
said at last;

* Where did you have the news?*

* Mr* Summerson told me in Keswick.   He
had it quite surely from Kendal/

David raised his head and looked at every-
thing, the buildings, the walls, the garden, as
though assuring himself that they were all still
there, safe and secure, Then he said slowly: * If
this is true it is terrible news/
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